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shattered by the roar of great Engines.    I felt for the
tannoy mike.

"Driver.   Startup."

The tank began to tremble from vibration of its
engine. Gus, well awake now, had switched on the
wireless, which was bleating in my ears. " Open out.
Open out." Red streaks of tracer light shot across the
night as the German Mark III tanks opened fire.

"Two pounders. Traverse right. Traverse right.
Steady on. Driver ..."

Like shiny beetles, tanks crawled across the sand
towards us, spitting red comets.

"Fire."

With a deafening crack the gun recoiled and filled the
turret with fumes of cordite.

"Fire."

The beetles slithered closer.   I could see their scaly -
skin and the long snout groping round for its prey.

In my ears I heard, " Move left.   Move left."

"Driver left."

The moon was obscured. The night was hideously
dark.

"Driver left. Driver left. Driver left." But our
tank did not move.

" He's been hit," Gus said.   " Jim's been hit."

"Two pounder.   Twelve o'clock."

I wriggled down into the darkness of the turret,
groped for the opening to the driver's compartment,
and pulled myself through the partition.

"You O.K., Jim?   Jim?   You O.K.?"

At last I found his head in the darkness, I ran my
hand over his face and his body, which was squirming
horribly. A sudden light flooded the driver's compart-
ment. But it was not Jim I was holding. It was a boy